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On 23rd June the King left Colombella to return to
At once the storm burst between husband and wife.
dismissed, and the Marchese declared he would no longer be the
laughing-stock of society.   Mariannina calmed him down.   She
declared that she loved him alone, but that a certain indulgence
had to be shown to a King.    Peace was restored, and Ettore
Florenzi accepted for himself and his children the King's invitation
to Munich in the autumn.

Ludwig continued to take an intense interest in the heroic
struggle of the Greeks. 'In this matter it is impossible to give
advice to this man, who usually goes his own way, or to
remonstrate effectively with him/ reported the Austrian Charge
d'Affaires.

Ludwig I had waited in vain for a visit from Goethe. Latterly
he had read the Roman Elegies, which impressed him very greatly,
for in them the King re-lived his own experiences in Rome.
They were, moreover, expressed in Goethe's beautiful language,
of which the King was not master.

'Ja, es ist alles beseelt in deinen heiligen Mauern,

Ewige Roma. . . .

0 wer fluster t mir zu, an welchem Fenster erblick ich

Einst das holde Geschopf, das mich versengend erquickt? , . .

Eine Welt zwar bist dut o Rom] dock ohne die Liebe

Ware die Welt nicht die Welt, ware denn Rom auch nicht Rom. . . .

Ja} wir bekennen euch gern: es bleiben unsre Gebete,

Unser taglicher Dienst Einer besonders geweiht.

Schalkhaft, munter und ernst begehen wir heimliche Feste. . . .

Hier befolg' ich den Rat, durchblattre die Werke der Alien. . . .

Und belehr' ich mich nicht, indem ich des lieblichen Busens

Formen spahe, die Hand leite die Hit/ten hinab?

Dann versteh' ich den Marmor erst recht: ich denk* und vergleiche,

Sehe mil fuhlendem Aug', fuhle mit sehender Hand. . . .'x

1 Goethe, Romische Elegien.
' Yes, all is inspired within thy sacred walls,
Eternal Rome. . . .

Whose whispering is that, at which window shall I some time perceive
That charming vision whose ardour revives me? . . .
A world art thou, O Rome ;   yet without love
Were the world not the world and Rome were not Rome. . . .
Yea, we acknowledge thee gladly: our prayers
And our daily service are sacred to One alone.
Playfully, gaily and gravely we join in secret feasts. . . .
Here I follow the counsel, scan the works of the Ancients. . . .
And do I not learn perceiving the sweet bosom's form,
As the hand glances down to the hips?
Then first understand I the marble; I think and compare,
See with the feeling eye, and feel with the seeing hand. . . .*